CHINA CYCLE

teacher, a young railway clerk, who used to read sentences
from a textbook over and over again and correct my stumbling
attempts to repeat them. Round about Lesson Three, I think
it was, I came nearest to cracking over the simple sentence
" Ch Tz Sh Di Sz Shng ", which, as anyone knows, means " This
character is of the fourth Tone ". I hissed and sizzled till I
was purple in the face, and poor Dudley, who turned out to be
a charming fellow, suffered a lot from my hysterical tantrums.
I was like a prima donna who cannot reach top C. Finally I
got past this Pons Asinorum after a fashion, and progressed
smoothly to the stage of being able to make myself baldly
understood and to check an interpreter, which was as far as I
ever got.

It was planned that I should go to Sianfu and I was inocu-
lated for typhus in preparation, but I suffered in vain, for I
was recalled to Hankow. There were no tears in my eyes as
I left Chengchow, but I cannot leave it without a farewell
tribute to the wheelbarrows and their crews. Constructed
basically like any other wheelbarrows, they carried enormous
loads. The man behind them had a yoke over his shoulders,
attached to the handles, to relieve the intolerable strain on his
arms. He would move slowly forward with the stiff, tottering
steps of a man under an excessive load, while in front, pulling
on a rope, with beads of manly sweat pouring down his baby
brow, naked as the day he was born and proud as Lucifer,
stalked Eldest Son. The air was full of noise : the wheel
shrieked on its axle (devils, it appears, are allergic to the noise,
and I quite believe it) ; speedy road-hogs of rickshas, churning
the sand at a fast walking pace, rattled by with cries of " Look
out! look out ! Out of the way ! " ; bullocks gasped and
porters groaned ; vendors cried their wares and fortune-tellers
rattled their bones. Through it all, silent, because they had
no breath for shouting and no time for complaining, the
barrow-man and his son shouldered their cruel burden and
went forward together.